Warning: This is a work of erotic fiction and as such contains 
detailed sexual description. If you are offended by such material 
stop reading now! If you are under the age of consent, or it is 
otherwise illegal to read such material where you live, stop reading 
now. This story deals with futanari (hermaphrodite) content, 
lesbianism, concepts of physical transformation and probably a few 
other kinks in later chapters which will be expounded upon when I get 
there. If you have issues with any of that do not read any further. 
You have been warned.
         This is a sequel (of sorts) to my previous story Sweet 
Spiritual. Bet you couldn't tell. ^_^' They don't directly connect to 
each other in any way that will stop you understanding this one, but 
at least you now know they are related if you didn't already. Now, on 
with the story.
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Chapter 1

~~~~

   Dee sighed and blinked away the tingling in her hazel brown eyes. 
Staring at the college computer screen for almost three hours 
straight was beginning to take its toll after over a month with only 
a small ceiling mounted hospital TV to keep her eyes in shape. Still, 
all that time laid up meant she had that much more material to get 
off the forum before it disappeared again. She'd already half filled 
one of her zip disks with the somewhat unusual Japanese and Japanese-
inspired porn, and that was having missed out on a clip of a show 
that she knew she would never find again being stuck on the college 
machines and unable to surf freely.

   "Being English sucks sometimes," she sighed to herself, knowing 
full well that she had no money to import a legal copy. With no time 
to find part time work just buying the essentials was trial enough.

   Having to rely on college computers also sucked. Sure, it was free 
broadband, but if she got caught she would be in very deep smegola 
indeed. At least they didn't seem too observant because she'd been 
using the machines for less than educational purposes for over two 
years now. There were some things that her 56k at home just couldn't 
handle, especially since the line was down for maintenance!

   She set another download going and sat back in her chair, working 
the crick out of her neck and wondering what else she could do for 
the seven minutes that it would take for the file to find its way 
onto her disk. Had anyone else been there and bothered to look at her 
they would have seen what many people would have considered to be a 
fairly attractive nineteen year old, albeit one with the unusual 
characteristic of being completely bald thanks to her medical 
condition. Dee was about average height and wore a simple white T-
shirt that was a bit too big for her thin frame. She also, 
uncharacteristically for her, wore a pair of long shorts to try and 
ward off the hot summer sun. Jeans would have baked her alive. The 
whole ensemble was made far more attractive thanks to her bust, which 
while not large by any means did give the T-shirt something to show 
off, hanging from her breasts more seductively than she believed it 
did. When she had lost her hair her appreciation for her own looks 
had decided that a little below the floor was where it was going to 
stay until the brown locks grew back.

   In fact, someone was there, and did bother to look. She also let 
out a squeal that almost shocked the supposedly studying student out 
of her chair. "Oh my God, Dee!"

   Dee shook off her surprise to see a fit, mop haired girl running 
over to her, wearing a tight tank top and a very beleaguered pair of 
jogging bottoms. "Jeez Claire, this is a library. You nearly gave me 
a heart attack."

   "Sorry, sorry," Claire said, splitting her apologetic gestures 
between her friend and the college librarian. "But I can't believe 
you're here! I was gonna visit you this weekend. When did you get 
out?"

   "You make me sound like a convict," Dee replied, smiling. "A few 
days ago. It's back in remission again, at least for now."

   "Thank God for that." Claire straightened out the creases in her 
tank top and took the seat next to Dee, leaning over to see what she 
was up to. "And you're already looking up that freaky porn of yours 
too. Guess all that time inside left you antsy huh?" she jibed, 
grinning with feral mischief at her friend.

   Dee blushed bright red and hurriedly closed the open forum window, 
which had been displaying one of the more lewd avatars. "Jesus Christ 
Claire!" she whispered, trying to stop her best friend giggling. "I'm 
going to have to re-take the year as it is. You want to get me 
chucked out?"

   "Oh come on Dee," Claire replied, still grinning. "No-one's here, 
and since when did the zombie over there care about this kind of 
stuff?" she asked, motioning to the librarian who had his head glued 
to his own monitor, once again completely oblivious to the rest of 
the building.

   Dee gave a cursory look around and sat back in her chair, letting 
out a relieved breath. "Still... never mind. Ohhhh, I want to go to 
bed."

   Claire decided to swallow her ready joke when she saw the look in 
Dee's eyes as they stared up at the dull grey ceiling. "Hey, you okay 
Dee?"

   Dee nodded, brushing her hand over her hairless scalp and bringing 
her eyes back to the screen in front of her. "Yeah, it's just the 
last lot of chemo. That stuff will kill me before the AML does, I 
swear." As facetious as it was it sure felt like that some times.

   Next to her Claire dropped her head and looked into her hands, 
feeling very ashamed of herself. "Sorry," she muttered. She always 
seemed to go too far, and she knew Dee was ill. 'For once just keep 
your stupid mouth shut,' she told herself.

   Dee however waved it off, knowing Claire's flippant sense of 
humour all too well. "I'm used to the stuff, I just don't like it." 
She looked over to see Claire's hung head. "Come on, lighten up. I'm 
not dead yet." She smiled and closed the finished download that had 
just pinged at her. "I'm more worried about this lot," she said, 
meaning the open thread on the screen. "I think I've got stalkers or 
something."

   Claire looked over at the screen and began to read. "'The 
theoretic of structuring a hermaphrodite colony in a hostile 
environment?' That's a bit intellectual for a porn group isn't it?"

   "That's not the point." Dee brought up another thread. "They're 
always asking for my opinions, and I'm the only one who gets singled 
out for it outside their little idea generating group. I mean they're 
cool people, but isn't that a bit weird?"

   Claire shrugged and smiled again. "That entire fetish is weird." 
Seeing the exasperated look Dee was giving her she just shrugged 
again. "Come on girl, you practically ran the debate society before 
you quit. I bet you can talk rings around these guys. It's no wonder 
they want your opinions." She paused, frowning. "Are you sure you're 
not bi?"

   Dee rolled her eyes and closed the board. She could get the rest 
of the material tomorrow. "Yes Claire, I'm quite sure.

   "So why the hell does a woman with a dick turn you on?"

   Dee turned bright red again and ducked her head to avoid being 
seen as the one that comment was aimed at. "For Christ's sake 
Claire!"

   Claire gave a look towards the librarian. "He didn't hear. Now 
come on, why, 'cos I still don't get you."

   Dee shook her head and opened up her e-mail. "The same as last 
time, if it was on a guy I wouldn't give it a second look. Hell, even 
these guys think I have weird tastes because of that, but then the 
newbs think I'm a guy anyway. I don't know why, it just does. If I 
figure it out I'll let you know," she said, lying blatantly about 
that final statement.

   "Fine," Claire retorted as she sifted through her own e-mail, 
"keep it to yourself, but I'll find out sooner or later, and... this 
is all spam."

   Dee nodded, trying to keep herself awake. It was only just gone 
lunch. Just talking with Claire could tire her out, but then maybe 
that was because it always ended up being about weird stuff, like 
their respective perversions. Dee would never have told anyone else 
about her own fetish, and apparently Claire was the same about hers, 
but they just sort of migrated onto those kinds of topics when they 
were together.

   "Same here," Dee said, deleting most of her in-box and all of her 
junk folder without even looking at it. "Except this, but it's huge." 
Claire looked over to see the whopping file. It was for Dee 
specifically, so it was more likely to be legit, but what sort of e-
mail took up over half her storage space?

   "So open it already."

   Dee thought for a moment, then opened it. If it was a virus the 
system would pick up on it, and the sender's handle did seem familiar 
even if she couldn't remember who it actually was. When the screen 
came up with gibberish however she gave it a deadpanned stare, right 
into the error message that popped up at her. "Great. It's corrupt. 
The attachment..?"

   She clicked on the link in exasperation, but the two of them sat 
up in surprise a second later when it actually worked. "Oh," said 
Claire, "at least you got that."

   In no time at all the file had downloaded itself, only to auto 
execute and start another download the second it finished. "Oh crap," 
exclaimed Dee, her curious relief becoming exasperated annoyance as 
the unknown file began to tick off the seconds to its completion. 
"What the hell are you doing you stupid thing?"

   "Hey, don't worry Dee." Claire pointed at the file path. "It's 
zipped and sticking itself next to the other one. Just wait it out 
and see what it is. It's not like it's gonna install itself like 
that. Just swap out the disks so it's got room when it finishes."

   Dee nodded and replaced the zip disk with an empty one, then sat 
her tired body back to begin the long half hour wait. "If this is 
junk I'm going to be pissed."

   Having already finished everything else (except cleaning out that  
forum) they just spent the next half hour talking about what the pair 
of them had been up to since they had seen each other last. Claire 
had had a typically interesting three weeks to gossip about, the 
highlight being Sandy's break up with Steve and the subsequent 
incidents they had both been involved in. Neither Dee nor Claire had 
particularly liked that couple, so hearing about their misadventures 
proved to be a great catharsis, and Dee had a few interesting stories 
from the hospital, including an orderly who had been caught pissing 
in the staff coffee pot by an elderly patient who had gotten lost! It 
was hardly world breaking discussion, but it passed the time.

   The comic and largely smut free banter continued until Dee's 
download had finished, and it was a great relief for Dee that it 
didn't try to do anything else once it was done. Since neither of 
them planned to actually do any work that day, being an open campus 
holiday, Dee decided to call it a day and Claire decided to be lazy 
and not catch up on her coursework. 

   As they left the library Claire paused a second before putting a 
hand on Dee's shoulder. "Hey Dee, look, it's nice to see you back. I 
know I'm not always a great friend, but I'm really glad you're okay 
again."

   Dee smiled and surprised her by giving her a hug. Dee wasn't 
usually the touchy feely type, but seeing Claire get quiet and 
serious always overrode that side of her. "Twit, I'm glad I've got 
you for a best friend. Hell, I wish you were a lesbian, then I'd 
seduce you good and proper. Not that you'd want a bald pervert for a 
girlfriend."

   Claire laughed and the two of them separated. "At least you can 
pull it off." She pulled on a strand from her own dark blonde mop. 
"I'd look like a shaved chimp."

   "Whatever," Dee smiled. "Thanks for cheering me up, even if I am 
exhausted now. I'll see you around."

   Claire nodded, just glad that one of her friends was no longer at 
death's door. "Sure. We've got to get together properly some time. 
I'll call the others and see when they're free for a party. Except 
Janey, she's in France for the hols."

   The idea filled Dee with both dread and joy. The latter because 
she'd finally be able to get together with everyone properly, and the 
former because it would wipe her out for days. "Okay, see you."

~~~~

   It was almost six that evening when Dee awoke again. Once she had 
gotten back home she had eaten as much lunch as her stomach could 
handle and just crashed on her bed, totally exhausted. Now that meant 
she would be up for most of the night, but she couldn't find the will 
to care as she got off her bed and found her feet. The heat inside 
her small, tidy three room flat was stifling, even the open windows 
unable to cool the still air. Dee staggered out to her kitchen/dining 
room and stuck her hand outside, but the temperature drop was barely 
noticeable. She filled a large glass with juice before dropping some 
ice into it, letting herself bask in the chill of the open 
refrigerator for a minute before heading back to the main room that 
served as living quarters and bedroom. She sat back down on her bed 
and sipped at her drink, knowing that there was nothing much she 
could be doing except wasting time. There was college work, but since 
she would have to re-take the year it would just have been a waste of 
time, and even if it hadn't been it was too hot for her to feel up to 
sitting down to it anyway. Laying the glass down she decided to tempt 
fate again and try and open the window by the bed, the only window 
that the room had. 

   Not only was it stupid to have only a single large window in the 
main room of the flat, but it was still stuck tight. Unless she 
always left it open a hot summer day would expand the frame and seal 
it shut, but how could she tell when it was likely to happen? 
Sleeping with it open most nights would chill her, but it was useless 
even having it there if it wouldn't open when she needed it to. 
Instead she pulled the curtain closed and began to strip. Being alone 
she wasn't afraid of walking around in her underwear, and she could 
just throw on a dressing gown when she went back into the kitchen. It 
was either that or go out for another walk, and what was the point of 
that when she had nowhere to go?

   With her drink cooling her skin as she rested her wrist on the 
glass she booted up her PC. It was something else that would raise 
the room temperature, but at least she could check what she had 
downloaded and stave off her boredom until something worth watching 
came on the TV. The images that she'd had to take blindly (not 
wanting them up on screen to alert anyone to them) were a mixed bag. 
Various genitally enhanced women posed in a variety of seductive and 
explicit ways on her screen, over half of which she deleted, either 
not being drawn to her taste or featuring acts or additional 
participants that she just wasn't interested in. It did at least 
broaden her mind each time she went through this routine, but she 
wasn't in the mood to be amused at some of the other things her 
fellow futanari appreciators were into. The other images she saved to 
her various folders hidden away in the section of her hard drive she 
kept for that kind of thing. As usual during her sorting her nipples 
were very hard against the cloth of her bra by the time she was done, 
but she ignored both them and the mild buzzing between her legs. 
There was time for that later, and masturbating was always so much 
more intense after going through what she had managed to collect on a 
good day. 

   Next came the fiction. With all that she had managed to find after 
three weeks of no internet access she didn't bother to read them, but 
copied them to the folder she had designated for things to be checked 
out later. In truth she preferred written fiction to pictures, and 
manga and doujinshi often came somewhere between the two. She always 
enjoyed reading and visualising it for herself when a good writer got 
her going, more so than just looking at another's interpretation of 
it. That required time though, and she had other things to see first.

   To her disappointment the video clips she had managed to catch 
were not particularly good, but one she did save, being both high 
quality and on the fun kinky side, concealing the action beneath 
straining underwear, but only just. That left the mammoth mystery 
download. The attachment went first, getting another thorough virus 
scan before it was allowed onto her own computer, and the huge file 
soon followed.

   "At least they were both clean," she mused to herself. "Now what 
are they?"

   She was fairly sure the handle of the sender was someone she 
either knew or had known on one of the futanari based forums or lists 
that she belonged to, so it was with no small anticipation that she 
opened the attachment, her bare skin tingling. The file did some 
checking, making sure it had already downloaded its partner program 
before opening what should have been a simple menu of some kind, but 
just like the mail it had come down on it was a garbled mix of boxes, 
streaked colour and stray code lines. 

   Dee's hopes plummeted and she let out a sigh as her body lost its 
excitement. "Oh well, I guess I should have expected that."

   She clicked on one of what she thought would have been the menu's 
options, but it only brought up another garbled screen. She finished 
her drink and forcibly closed the menu, not knowing were the exit 
button might have been.

   'So are you going to be rubbish too?' she thought as she unzipped 
the huge file. This one extracted itself without a hitch which gave 
her a little hope, and she broke into a smile when she ran it, 
bringing up a standard legal blurb. "And in English thank goodness." 
After that came something about reading the files that should have 
come with the attachment, but she skipped that too since they were 
nothing more than incomprehensible garbage now.

   "So... what is this? A game?"

   On the left side of the screen was a fairly realistic model of a 
futanari woman, and an attractive if rather generic looking one at 
that. On the right was a list of buttons, each referring to a 
different part of her. However, it didn't seem like just a model 
making program. There weren't any options to save it off or anything 
you might have expected from a modeller. Dee randomly picked one of 
the buttons and the image zoomed in a little to give a slightly 
better view of the character, and on the right a list of options and 
slider bars appeared. She blinked, a little confused. "Free form 
character generation? A detailed one at that. Way better than PSO."

   If there was one thing that always happened when Dee ended up on a 
role playing game, like this seemed to be, she made her characters as 
close to representing herself as possible. Staying true to her usual 
form she started in. This option adjusted her overall build, so Dee 
went to work making her model as Dee-like as she could, and it was 
with great surprise that she managed it pretty well this time. Next 
came the face, and a *lot* more options, but by the time she was 
finished she knew that pornographic or not this was no amateur game. 
The face that stared blankly back at her from the screen was almost a 
spitting image of her, albeit one with very generic hair. 'This thing 
must take up the whole program,' she thought to herself as she 
proceeded to the hair options and began to fiddle with them. She 
could at least give herself her old hair back. 'I guess you have to 
buy the full game, but if it's anything as good as this is I'll pay 
whatever they want! Within reason that is. Maybe I can scrounge some 
change out of that old savings account.'

   Once the medium brown hair that fell loose to the model's 
shoulders was done she came to the next option: the bust. Not many 
things to choose from here except the general size and shape of the 
breasts, nipples, and areolas, but they went from what must have been 
smaller than you could get a bra for to the kind of Japanese 
fantasies that would cripple a woman's back if she tried to stand 
upright. In fact bringing it to much of the larger end of the size 
slider brought up a little exclamation mark that said while feasible 
it would cause severe health problems if she picked that size. Dee 
had to laugh. "Computer characters with bad backs! That's so cool!" 

   Tempted as she was to try it she stuck with her own moderate bust 
line, very slightly enhanced to make it perkier and therefore larger 
looking, and moved on through the options, which ranged from the 
mundane like height to the genitals, which where given plenty of 
detailed options. She could even choose the look of her labia if she 
wanted. For such a detailed and thorough program though it held to 
the old tradition of a somewhat exaggerated penis. In this case the 
'default' was ten inches erect, and the image split so she could see 
it both hard and soft. 'It much have some importance in the game if 
there's this much emphasis on sex. I hope there's some sort of actual 
RP to follow as well as all that.' The larger sized ones were again 
rather ridiculous, and again came with a warning, but she took one a 
little above the norm at 11". This was also evidently the brand of 
futa that came without testicles, for which Dee was slightly glad. 
She'd never considered balls attractive however they were done, and 
they often got in the way of other good bits!

   Once it was all done, right down to shoe size, she realised that 
not only was the figure on screen a scarily accurate one of her, but 
that she made a great looking futa! It also struck her that aside 
from the physical aspects there hadn't been any stats. Maybe it 
wasn't that much of a role player after all, or perhaps it used a 
more open system, but since the whole game couldn't have fitted onto 
her zip with such a detailed character system she didn't give it much 
thought except to try and look it up.

   She clicked the finish button. "Huh? What... 'Please confirm 
finish of the procedure. This is not alterable after you have 
confirmed. Please make sure you are connected to the internet, or 
that you are able to send an e-mail to the following address once you 
have confirmed.' Typical, it happens the one week our phones have to 
be fixed!"

   She made a note of the e-mail address to send to the next day and 
clicked yes. 

   Then her computer crashed and re-started itself. 

   "Oh for the love of..! Thank you very much Mr. Gates!" It didn't 
help that going though all that had made her very horny by now. She 
closed her eyes and slipped her hand into her panties while the PC 
was starting up, but no sooner had she touched her buzzing clitoris 
she felt a painful tightening in chest. She gasped a little and 
clutched her hand to her heart, shutting her eyes tight as the 
feeling spread out through her body. "O-oww, what..?" She tried to 
stagger out of her chair and to the kitchen for some water, but the 
pain began to grow exponentially and she dropped to her knees gasping 
for breath. The second her hands hit the floor it was as though her 
spine tore away from her body and she was assaulted by a sharp 
freezing sensation, followed only moments later by a stabbing that 
shot through her right to her bones, sending her screaming to the 
floor. Then her mind seized up in an agonizing whiteness as her 
vision blurred. 'No! Please... not yet...'

   What little strength she could muster only made it worse as she 
tried to get to the phone, and the emergency speed dial to the 
hospital she had set up. Each movement sent the freezing pain searing 
into her muscles with more and more intensity. She knew she wasn't 
going to make it. She'd never felt a seizure like this before, but 
she knew it had to be the fatal one. Then her mind collapsed as she 
felt the world explode around her, and she finally fell limp on the 
comfortable green carpet.

~~~~

   Some way away a tired young woman pulled her long hair over the 
back of her chair and replaced her large rounded glasses. Nothing, 
yet again. Perhaps Maria was right, maybe she was wasting too much 
time with these constant checks, but she couldn't just leave it to 
fate now. Not yet.

~~~~

   The sun shone in across the walls of the small flat, determined 
that the curtains wouldn't hold it at bay. Through a small crack 
between the heavy sheets of cloth a ray of morning light played 
across the almost nude form that lay sprawled on the carpet. A form 
that stirred as it felt the warmth upon it. 

   Dee gave a small, muffled groan through the carpet, wondering 
where she was. 'I'm... okay?' Blurry images of the previous night 
slowly filtered back into her brain, pleasure interrupted by pain and 
fear. A small smile broke onto her groggy face as it rested against 
the fabric she lay on. "I thought I was dead." She rolled onto her 
back, glad to get the mild prickle of the carpet away from her bare 
skin, and looked up at the ceiling with joyous eyes. "Maybe I don't 
believe in you, but if you're there, thanks."

   For a moment she simply lay there, on the verge of laughing as she 
rejoiced at once again not having been snuffed out by her fate. In 
fact, as she thought about it she couldn't remember when she'd felt 
this good. For once her tiredness was replaced with eager enthusiasm 
and she sat up, wondering if it had been a dream. Then something 
began to register in her waking brain, a weight that she hadn't known 
before. Looking down something brushed against her cheek, but she 
didn't notice that as her mind suddenly panicked. "I... I'm dreaming. 
That's it. I'm dreaming, or I died, that's all it..."

   She gave the foreign piece of meat a tentative poke, feeling it 
under her finger, and likewise feeling her finger above it as it 
twitched in response. A second later she was once again lying on that 
comfortable carpet, once again dead to the world as the sunlight 
played across her skin.

~~~~

   Several hours later Dee, now conscious again, stood nude in front 
of the full length mirror that sat on the back of her wardrobe door. 
All the curtains were shut, the door locked and bolted from the 
inside, her mobile turned off. She didn't need any more distractions 
right now. Looking at herself she couldn't help but think that, now 
she had panicked, worried, disbelieved and finally overcome her brief 
hysteria, she had in some way died after all, because her life (or 
was that her old life?) was officially over.

   The young woman that stared back at her with confused eyes was 
unmistakeably none other than herself, and yet she had only ever seen 
this woman once before. Shoulder length brown hair cut with an uneven 
but cute fringe framed her face, and her naked breasts sat proudly on 
her chest, pert and full in a way that only a well made bra had ever 
achieved before. And at her groin her womanhood was hidden behind a 
large penis. Her penis. Just like on the screen the night before. As 
she gazed at herself she didn't know whether to laugh or cry. "It's 
true," she told her reflection in an uncertain tone, "you need to be 
careful what you wish for." Maybe she shouldn't have picked such an 
overt name on the forums.

   Somehow though, it didn't seem to matter like it should. Thinking 
about it, she would have expected herself to have done more than just 
faint and have a quick bout of panic considering what she was looking 
at. There was a strange sense of acceptance that accompanied the 
bizarre reflection. Assuming it wasn't temporary it would turn her 
life completely upside down, but she didn't mind it that much. 

   She didn't know whether to feel horny or just confused, and the 
new organ responded in kind, beginning to grow and then subsiding on 
and off for the last half an hour in spite of the sexual tension she 
felt building inside her. She'd never felt so energised, or so 
aroused, in her life. "No wonder guys think about sex every seven 
seconds or something," she said quietly to herself, watching the 
muscular shaft between her legs respond to the thoughts, an arousing 
sight in itself. "Either I've become the horniest person on earth or 
real guys must have some serious control over themselves." 

   She'd long given up thinking it was a dream. She'd pinched herself 
in various and varied places, but as surreal as her acceptance of the 
crazy situation was she knew this was real. Somehow, in just 12 hours 
following the worst seizure of her life, she'd... changed. Thinking 
about it made it seem so stupid, but there was no other fact. She 
couldn't even begin to wonder how. It just was. In her panic she'd 
instantly dashed to her computer, and to the program that had shown 
her the form she now possessed, but it wasn't there. She searched, 
scanned and screamed at it for an explanation, but all that was left 
was the corrupted attachment file and a simple text document saying 
'we' would come and fetch her when 'we' got the confirmation message, 
a few personal details she would need to list if she sent it herself 
and that she shouldn't worry about anything that had happened.

   There wasn't anything else she could do, so there was no point 
getting worked up, even if she had felt the need to. She just needed 
to send a confirmation e-mail and wait. She also needed to 
masturbate. Badly.

   Finally, after all the apparent indecision her new organ had shown 
it was finally standing proud and at full mast from between her legs. 
"I didn't know that eleven inches would be so... large," she said, 
subconsciously talking to herself once again. Taking it carefully in 
one hand it really did feel huge, and quite how it could seem so hard 
just being flesh she had no clue. Not just firm like she had thought 
they had seemed in the porn on her computer, but *hard*. It brought a 
whole new meaning to the phrase 'solid muscle'! "And to think the 
first dick I see in real life is my own!"

   She gave the rigid shaft a gentle stroke, sliding her fingers 
across the taught skin, and it bobbed harder in response as the blood 
surged through it. Not a moment later she found herself dashing to 
the bathroom, her skin flushed and hot as she grasped the shaft in 
both hands and began to pump it, the skin sliding back and forth and 
sending pre-orgasmic rushes of pleasure through it. The sensation 
slowly began to spread throughout her stomach, an intense glowing 
tension that urged her hands to move faster, begging for more. She 
had to close her eyes as she threw her head back, standing in front 
of the toilet as both hands drove along her member. Her breath came 
in short keening gasps as the sexual embers flared within her new 
penis.

   The tingling heat in her nipples sent her mind further into its 
haze of heightening self indulgence, but she couldn't bear to remove 
her hands from her member to touch them. Together they only managed 
to cover half of the tense rod, having to rely on her speed and her 
sliding foreskin as much as her own hands to bring her the intense 
feelings that her body craved. Even worse was the screaming of her 
engorged clitoris, begging for touch as her male part received her 
full attention. Somewhere in the back of her mind she wondered if she 
could consider it a male part any more. It was *hers*. Still, her 
female parts begged for something, and the slow crawling trickles of 
lubrication that slid from her pussy and down her leg were left to go 
where they were wont. It just helped to draw out the electricity that 
buzzed throughout her shaft.

   "Oh God," she moaned as she felt herself topple forwards and had 
to take her left hand from her shaft to steady herself against the 
toilet's water tank, her right flashing up and down to compensate for 
the loss of sensation. "Stop already," she gasped, her face and 
breasts flushing deep crimson, "how much do you want?" But despite 
how that sounded she would see that it got everything she could give. 
She needed more, and nothing would stop her from getting all the 
ecstasy she could take from her new organ. She'd always thought that 
female orgasms were supposed to be stronger than male ones, but this 
was far beyond anything she had felt before. It was almost as if her 
soul itself was one huge pleasure centre, and her clitoris was 
burning hotter than it ever had. Every twitch of her now dripping 
vagina felt like it should be the end, but the tension only surged 
further into her belly until every breath she took came out as an 
impassioned gasp.

   "Please...please...please...please," she begged the singing rod of 
flesh in her hand, sweat trickling down her brow and back. She didn't 
know whether she was begging for release or for an eternity of this 
amazing feeling. Her body's only response was more pleasure and her 
knees buckled. She fell to the floor, sitting on her now limp legs as 
her left hand jerked back to her shaft and she pumped it further and 
faster than ever, drawing every ounce of energy out of her body that 
she could. 

   Then her orgasm finally took her and she let out a cry as her 
member pulsed within her hands, sending a stream of semen into the 
air, followed by another and another. With each orgasmic pulse she 
let out a gasp of sweet exhaustion as her thick fluid fell over her 
body and across the toilet, soon slowing to a trickle that seeped out 
and over her penis as it began to relax. Dee couldn't believe what 
she had just experienced, but she loved it. No orgasm could ever 
compare to that. Nothing in the universe could, she was sure. Sitting 
panting on the floor she slowly decided that that had to be the work 
of the strangeness that her body had undergone. Even if it was 
possible to have orgasms that good no guy could ever have produced 
the quantity of sperm she just had. Looking down at herself, the 
floor and the toilet she guessed there had to have been well over a 
pint of the pearly liquid there.

   She was aware of the slow trickling across her stomach and chest, 
and the clammy drip as a trail of her own fluid fell from her hair, 
but as she regained her breath and let the glow fade she didn't feel 
the need to care. 

~~~~

   It took a good half an hour for Dee to clean up the mess her 
sudden lustful impulse had made. Getting the semen out of the carpet 
was a nightmare and she considered herself lucky that her hair hadn't 
been completely covered in the stuff. She also learned the hard way 
not to use hot water to clean up that kind of thing in the future, 
since the heat set the ejaculate like tacky rubber as she showered, 
but she knew that she was going to be making use of her penis like 
that again. Simply owning it was going to disrupt her life no end 
making sure no one found out, but she thought that the pay off in 
pleasure would more than make up for that, especially if the rest of 
her sexuality was as sensitive and powerful now as her penis was. 

   After she had finished she found herself a pair of loose jeans and 
a long shirt to put on. It was still very warm, but at least they 
worked to hide her new penis if she tucked it down and under her 
crotch. She had been very tempted just to stay in and revel in her 
newfound capacity for pleasure, but she wanted answers and she wasn't 
the type to let her desires get the better of her. She made one last 
check of the information she would need to send before heading out to 
the college, praying she had been good enough at concealing her 
slightly altered physique.

   Thankfully for her the campus was empty again, and she made her 
way straight to the library. The librarian didn't even look up to see 
who had come in.

   Using all her knowledge and skill from her time at the debating 
society she set about writing her confirmation e-mail, giving the 
information she had been asked for and going on to mention the 
change, the lack of information (and possible reasons for that) prior 
to such a severe event and some very firm demands for answers. Happy 
with that she sent it and sighed. That was it, the rest was up to 
'them', whoever they were. Not having anything else to do she went 
about checking the rest of her e-mails, acutely aware of the sizable 
form that filled her jeans. It was strange having so much down there, 
especially since it was held in her panties. Perhaps boxers would 
have been a better idea, but as she sat there she began to see a flaw 
in that thinking. She was getting horny again. It had barely been an 
hour and a half since she had had that magnificent orgasm, but she 
pushed the memory of that out as soon as it appeared. The tension 
beneath her was getting painful, but at least the organ seemed to 
know that it had nowhere to go, so settled for giving her an 
uncomfortable straining sensation rather than painfully trying to rip 
its way out of her underwear. Had she been wearing boxers she'd have 
been bulging prominently. 

   Eventually Dee knew that trying to stay was a futile effort. With 
each minute that passed her desire became that bit harder to ignore. 
In the end she had no choice but to give up and head home. She stood, 
her member uncomfortable in her jeans, and steadied herself for a 
moment on the monitor. Evidently it would take some time to keep her 
now part male libido under control. 'It'll happen to every guy, and 
they deal with it, so so can I.'

   Even so she couldn't wait to get back home and relieve the urge. 
And what relief it would be if the last time was anything to go by! 
What she hadn't counted on was the group of friends who had decided 
that it was worth coming in to do at least *some* work over the 
holiday.

   "Hey Dee!" called Claire, waving to catch her attention and 
inadvertently making her small but shapely breasts jiggle. A jiggle 
that Dee couldn't help but be mesmerised by. 

   "I'm glad I caught you again," Claire said as the three girls 
jogged over. "Nice hair! Didn't think you'd go for a wig."

   Dee tried to suppress a blush, hoping they wouldn't try and fiddle 
with the 'wig' in question. "Well, I thought I'd give it a try. 
Indulge what little vanity I have left."

   Claire and the others nodded. "It works, though I still say look 
good enough either way. Yeah, anyway I couldn't get your mobile. 
We're gonna get together this Saturday, so come along huh? My place. 
It'll be great."

   Dee nodded, smiling pleasantly to try and cover the fact she had 
been staring at the way her best friend's top hugged her figure. She 
was running half on auto-pilot as a little small-talk was made, 
everyone asking how she was now and hoping she would come along that 
weekend. After a few minutes Dee begged off, hoping they would let 
her go. The straining from her crotch was becoming unbearable. Then 
to her surprise Claire nodded before giving her a friendly hug. "No 
problem. You take it easy okay, and we'll see you later."

   The hug wasn't so much a surprise, Claire tended to do that when 
they parted, but it was the result that caused Dee to start. It 
wasn't just a hug, she could feel something else from her. A soft, 
comforting glow that passed right into her heart, and where their 
bare arms touched it flowed into her with a more sensual vigour. It 
was a palpable, tangible feeling, almost as if Claire was sharing a 
little of her heart with her. Dee barely caught herself as she gave a 
little whimper of pleasure and wrapped her own arms around her 
friend, holding her tight. She wanted this feeling to last forever.

   Claire blinked as Dee returned her hug with an intensity that 
seemed rather unusual for her. Their friends watched with surprise, 
and Claire began to worry when she heard Dee's whimper. "Hey, Dee, 
are you alright?"

   Dee nodded into her shoulder, but she couldn't let go. She knew 
she would never be whole again if this wonderful warmth left her. She 
had to be with Claire, to touch and kiss and make love until Claire 
would never let.. her... go... ...

   In a flash of realisation Dee wrenched herself from her friend's 
arms, letting out a cry of pain as the new bond was torn away from 
her, and the others dashed to her side. "Dee, what's wrong? What is 
it? Should I call an ambulance?"

   Dee recoiled again when Claire tried to put a hand on her 
shoulder. As she felt the warmth return at the contact she knew she 
wouldn't be able to stop if she let it grow again. At her waist she 
finally felt the elastic of her panties give way, but her member was 
held down in the crotch of her jeans, still hidden, unable to swing 
out and up. "No, please, I'm okay. I just need to lie down. I'll... 
see you later."

   She made her hasty exit as the others looked on, their faces a mix 
of confusion and concern. "She freaks me out sometimes," the taller 
girl finally said.

   "Max!" Claire exclaimed, her worry for her friend turning to anger 
as she heard that.

   "It's true though," Maxine replied. "She can be so weird 
sometimes, and that was freaky even for her. I mean I practically 
heard her mind snap!"

   "No," said the other girl, "I heard that too. I think it was her 
bra strap or something."

   "She wasn't wearing one," Claire said as she turned her eyes back 
the way Dee had run off. 'I didn't feel one under her shirt. But that 
wasn't like when she gets sick. More like... getting away from 
something that was hurting her.'

~~~~

   If there was one thing Dee hated it was knowing that she was 
crying like a baby. She wanted to be able to feel in control of her 
emotions, but by the time she reached her flat the tears were falling 
down her face. Once inside she finally allowed herself a small sob 
before she felt her insides trying to go numb to ward off the 
weakness she hated showing. She could barely believe what had 
happened out there. She'd been horny, but with a single embrace she 
had lost herself in Claire's warmth, to the point that nothing else 
mattered. She had been ready to tear their clothes off right there 
and then and take her best friend right in the middle of the campus. 
The gaping hole inside her knew that she would have done it had she 
not made the incredible effort to pull herself away. She would have 
fucked her, whatever it took. And it turned her on.

   Dee scrambled out of her clothes as fast as she could, finally 
relieving the pain in her penis as it swung from under her with 
unnatural force, tearing the already useless panties from her legs 
and sending the cloth across the floor. Dee fell to her knees, 
grasping at her pulsating member as if she were trying to wring the 
life out of it, tears rolling down her face. It didn't do any good, 
what minute pain she felt from it was dwarfed by the other sensations 
the touch brought forth. Finally her walls broke and she began to cry 
in earnest at the futility of what she was doing. She couldn't have 
brought herself to force herself on anyone, especially Claire, but 
now her penis had other ideas. She'd only just been strong enough to 
stop before she had done something that she would never have forgiven 
herself for. The 'urge' was taking control. And she loved it.

   "What's happening to me?" she sobbed out as she began to stroke 
the shaft firmly, unable to resist its call any longer. With this 
touch the passion inside of her was finally happy and began rewarding 
her, giving her a pleasure that would have been orgasmic before her 
transformation. Now she was only half way there. 

   No matter how hard she tried she couldn't banish the fantasy 
before her now. Guilt, fear and lust joined forces in her mind as she 
forced herself on Claire, making the fit young woman cry out in 
pleasure and pain as they ravished each other. She felt no friendship 
there, no acceptance, no love. Just pure, primal lust as she thrust 
her cock into the helpless body beneath her. How could she enjoy 
seeing this? Dee; the idealist who had been holding out for true love 
before anything else.

   She shook her head and ran for the bathroom, crawling into the tub 
as she masturbated herself, shaking the sickening fantasy from the 
impassioned haze of her mind. She'd never had fantasies like that 
before. Why now? Instead she simply concentrated on her body, 
squeezing her legs together to help stimulate her womanhood as her 
hands worked on her penis. Somehow, in spite of herself, she knew she 
wanted to be what she was. She had to find a way to make it work, 
because this feeling was something she could never give up. The empty 
hole that Claire's lost touch had made was slowly filled as she 
pumped at her shaft before taking one hand to mould her breast. They 
too where hot with desire and sent new, familiar but powerful surges 
through her body as she grasped them. Their spark sent the bliss 
radiating though her entire body, her member feeling fantastic but 
satisfying itself first and foremost. Experimenting with her body she 
sent the roaming hand down to her crotch, below the muscular shaft 
that jutted out and up, reaching her clitoris and beginning to roll 
it between her fingers. It felt a little larger than before, standing 
further from its fleshy sheath than it used to, and it did its work 
as she pleased it. This feeling she also knew, but never before had 
the waves washed as far through her as they did now, and where shore 
breakers had once run flowed tides of passion that literally took her 
breath away, reaching from her electrified bud to the very tips of 
her toes.

   'I almost forced myself on the one closest to me and now I'm 
jerking myself into another world. This is so wrong, but I need it 
more than anything. I'm not strong enough for this.' She didn't even 
know if she wanted to be strong enough. She'd unwittingly eaten the 
apple, and it was a taste that she couldn't live without.

   It was lust fuelled curiosity more than anything else that made 
her lick the cherry red head that bobbed in front of her as her hands 
worked, and the shivers it sent though her shaft were enough to make 
her take another. Soon she found herself tucked forward on her back, 
sucking at her member like she had seen so many manga hermaphrodites 
do. If it tasted of anything she only barely registered it. She knew 
semen was supposed to be salty, but the sensitive tip was more sweet 
than anything, a slight tang of pre-cum noticeable on her tongue. But 
she sucked at herself not for taste but for the intense feeling it 
sent thrilling through the muscular pole.

   With her member in her mouth she let both hands wander, her right 
replacing her left at her female sex. Her left, now slick with her 
own lubricant, came up to mould and massage her breast. It moved from 
grasping at her tingling mound and letting the sensitive flesh take 
shape beneath her fingers to playing with her hardened nipples 
between firm but playful fingertips. As before she didn't know how 
much more she could take, but she would take everything her body gave 
her. She was not as lost in her passion now she had known what she 
was capable feeling, so she let her sucking and fingering moderate 
itself, building her orgasm to a slower but more intense peak. 
Between her legs she slipped two fingers inside herself and began to 
rock her groin against her hand as she gently thrust the head of her 
penis into her mouth. Her labial lips were hot and swollen as her 
fingers slid inside, ready and awaiting a level of penetration that 
couldn't come, but her mind filled the void as she realised that she 
was now fucking herself in almost every way that was physically 
possible.

   That thought, coupled with a squeeze both at her bust and her 
clitoris, was enough to finally send her over the edge of her 
orgasmic precipice and the climax engulfed her. She let out a muffled 
cry of pleasure as the release pulsed through every inch of her body, 
far more so than simply using her penis alone had done, and her 
vagina contracted around her wet fingers as she ejaculated. Between 
her lips her muscular shaft twitched hard as a mass of sticky sweet 
semen was pumped into her waiting mouth, and with it full she 
swallowed heavily just as the next shot came. She would have let the 
shaft free, but each strange mouthful disappeared into her stomach in 
order to keep the peak that coursed through her as she sucked at her 
rod. When she came down she gave the cherry head one last tingling 
suck before letting it out between her teeth and letting her head 
fall back. Breathing heavily she let her body go limp, watching as 
her large shaft slowly shrank, heartbeat by heartbeat until it rested 
peacefully against her lower stomach. She hadn't particularly liked 
swallowing the salty-sweet sperm, but it had been worth it to keep 
her penis on its high. 

   As she lay there looking at herself she felt an almost irrational 
tear escape her eye. "What am I going to do?" she whispered to 
herself. She couldn't find an answer to that, or to any other 
question that her mind asked itself. After a moment she twitched a 
finger, raising her right hand to cup her breast. Somehow it 
comforted her.

   After getting from the tub and wiping her sex with some toilet 
paper to dry it she headed back into the darkened living room and 
turned on her phone. Looking down at the display she hesitated. She 
had to call Claire and let her know everything was okay, but knowing 
what she did could she face up to that, and to perpetuating such a 
bare faced lie? She pressed the call button. Ready or not she would 
do it, if only for her friend's peace of mind. When the engaged tone 
sounded she gave a saddened smile. Life was making the decision for 
her. Instead she just got into bed, not bothering to clothe herself, 
staring at the ceiling. 'Why aren't I tired after all this?'

   Feeling the sheets against her enhanced bust and new genitals only 
served to keep her changes and worries in the front of her mind, but 
she managed to fall into a light, fitful sleep before they grew into 
the need again.

~~~~

   The long haired girl blinked as she stared at the screen she had 
checked every evening for almost a year. "IWIWAF?" In an instant a 
huge smile spread across her face and she dashed from her room and 
down the hall.

   "JULIE!"

~~~~

   It was nine o' clock the next morning when a harsh ringing jerked 
Dee from her surreal dreams. "Huuuhh... what?" She blinked the sleep 
from her eyes and brought her hand up to her head, meeting the 
strands of her fringe. "I guess it was real then."

   She took a moment to compose her emotions before getting out of 
bed. Looking down at her naked body she sighed. "Please, don't make 
trouble." The answer she got wasn't the once she had expected, but a 
rumbling stomach was better than another need to pleasure herself. 
She needed time before that.

   Still, it made sense. She'd eaten almost nothing the day before, 
unless you counted a pint or so of semen, which was hardly a good 
day's nutrition. She was on her way to the fridge when the doorbell 
rang again, making her jump. She shook her head, disbelieving of her 
own frazzled mind. "That was what woke me up!"

   She didn't really feel up to facing anyone now, but she threw on 
some clothes anyway, not bothering to hide her penis in her baggy 
jeans like last time. That had just been painful, and whoever they 
were weren't likely to notice the slight bulge anyway. As she went to 
unbolt her door she heard the women behind it talking, one wondering 
if they had the right address while the other just told her to be 
patient. When Dee opened it she saw the two strangers standing there, 
one a very tall and businesslike woman, and one a younger girl about 
her own age and height with messy... green hair? 

   Dee blinked in surprise as the pair gave her a smile. "Hello 
IWIWAF," said the tall woman, "though it's Dee if I remember 
correctly."

   "Yes." Dee blinked again as her brain at last finished waking up. 
"IWI... then you're from-"

   "Yep," said the green haired girl, answering before Dee could 
finish. 

   "May we come in?" the tall woman asked, a gentle kindness in her 
voice. "We're here to explain."

~~~~

To Be Continued

~~~~
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